Mad Muses 


A sharp skittering sound. Blunt claws on tiled flooring, accelerating and closing rapidly. 
It’s true what they say, inspiration strikes when you least expect it. 


‘Oh no,’ I announce with resignation, before being blindsided from behind by a half 
tackle, half hug from a freight train of fluff. We complete three full revolutions, a jumble of 
limbs and excessively large tails, before I wind up flat on my back, looking up at the creature 
perched on my lap. 


My mad squirrel muse eagerly looks down at me. Her lithe frame is tamely nude, her 
default state, but apart from a slightly top-heavy figure she’s quite sexless. Designed to be 
cute rather than titillating, though those breasts do have a habit of fluctuating in size 
depending on how badly she wants my attention. 


Her fur colour is difficult to pin down, I’ve given up trying. It’s like the glare from a 
windshield, too difficult to focus on, and seems to change colour with each fresh look. 
Sometimes she’s like rust, other times like autumn leaves, at still others like a pre-dawn 
sunrise. Yes, I know those are all essentially the same colour palette, but shut up. I’m very 
indecisive about character colours, and therefore so is she. 


At least I’m certain about one feature. Her tail is enormous, and as fluffy as a Pomeranian 
fresh from a clothes dryer. Big enough to be used as a blanket for one and a half people, I 
often find myself engulfed in it, finding the most bizarre items lost inside its depths. The silly 
squirrel has a habit of using her tail as a cartoonish hammerspace, drawing from it anything 
she needs to illustrate her ideas. I saw her pull an entire bouncy castle from it once, the better 
to show how a giant girl’s bottom might be employed as one. 


The colossal appendage frames her and casts a shadow across us both, making her look 
more sinister than she could ever hope to be, the big softie. Bright eyes glint from her 
shadowed face, but without any malice, only excitement. 


‘Elevators!’ she trills, sounding quite pleased with herself, as if that one word is enough 
basis for an entire trilogy. 


‘Yes... Elevators...’ I say slowly, trying to tease out more details. 


“Yep! Full of mirrors and shinee shinee surfaces! Gold buttons, silver handrails! Like the 
one at Sunny’s place!’ 


It’s never a difficult task to trace the origin of her ideas. I’m on my way to Sunny’s now, 
almost at the lobby. ‘Yes?’ I repeat. ‘What about it? What’s happening in it?’ 


She grins, still undeservingly proud of herself. ‘Confined space! Good for growy girl! 
Tall! Big boobahs!’ She clutches her own for emphasis. ‘Almost no room left for you! Lotsa 
squish!’ 


I move my head in a “not bad” kind of way. ‘Okay, it has merit, but that’s more of a 
picture, or a vignette at best. It needs more,’ I insist. I have higher standards for my writing 
than the squirrel, who seems content to throw out ideas for art commissions or scene ideas, 
but never the basis for complete stories. That sort of material usually comes from... 


‘Add more girl then!’ she giggles, taking the easiest path as usual. ‘Bigger! Bigger 
hooters! Bigger height! Fill elevator up, full to the brim!’ She starts to bounce up and down 
eagerly upon my lap with her perky rump, exciting me in spite of myself, probably because 
the mental image she’s drawing is certainly appealing in a basic carnal way. Being trapped in 
a small space with a growing woman. Sure, I’m down for that. I could easily see myself 
shelling out some cash to see that drawn, and perhaps I will. 


‘Yeah, but then what? The story just ends with us squished together in an embarrassing 
position. It’s only a scene idea. It’s hot, trust me, I’m writing it down in my commission ideas 
list as soon as I get home.’ 


She reaches back into her tail and withdraws a purple notebook covered in My Little Pony 
stickers, scribbling it down with satisfaction at the end of a very long and embarrassing list. 
“Squirrel ideas best ideas!’ she sings, taking the chance to cross out one or two other of her 
ideas I’ve since commissioned and therefore completed. 


I huff, reluctant to give her the credit. She might not be any good at giving inspiration for 
stories beyond blatant growth smut, but her ideas usually translate very well to the visual 
medium, and are fun to think about if nothing else. ‘I want to point out that you never come 
up with good ideas when I’ve just snagged a slot from a rarely open artist, and I need an idea 
for them right that minute.’ 


She shrugs, flicking at her own ear absently. ‘Thinkin’ is hard,’ she says by way of an 
excuse. ‘Speaking a’ tits,’ she says, throwing the notebook back into her tail and leaping off 
me without warning to pounce upon a brightly coloured butterfly that has appeared behind 
me; a random tangent that has seized her attention. ‘Why aintcha gotten any inflation pictures 
in so long? Gals with stonking great big bellies and boobs!’ 


Again, she clutches her own for emphasis, and they bwomph up unexpectedly in her 
hands, going from slightly overlarge naturals to nearly spherical beachballs in an instant, 
though still devoid of nipples. 


‘W-Well,’ I say, sitting up, brushing my sleeves back down and keeping my face turned 
so that she doesn’t see my soft blush. ‘I’ve been on more of a macro kick lately and I’ve been 
spending all my art money on those ideas.’ 


“But but but you ain’t gotten any inflation art in aaaages!’ she whines, ears sinking, 
looking slightly dejected. A rare lapse in her unbridled optimism. ‘I miss the giant bellies, the 
humungous tittays, the big balloony busty bazongas!’ 


I sigh heavily. She’s not wrong, I miss them too, but it just hasn’t been as strong a fetish 
for me this past year. ‘I'll get more, I promise, I’m just waiting for the right artist to open up!’ 


‘Speaking a’ artists,’ she says brightly, perking back up instantly as she spots another 
butterfly and leaps towards it, her breasts effortlessly returning to normal size. “You gonna 
write up that 10 page macro comic idea and get it done?’ 


‘No, squirrel,’ I drone, as I focus on entering the lobby of my friend’s apartment complex 
in real life, heading for the very elevator that started this chain of inspiration. 


“Whaddabout the eight other stories you got going on, gonna finish them soon?’ 
‘Probably not, squirrel,’ I deadpan. 


‘Gonna post that novel you started in 2009 and wrote three hundred thousand words on 
but then abandoned and haven’t touched since?’ 


‘Hadn’t planned to, squirrel,’ I grunt, starting to get annoyed. 


‘Gonna get more art of giant pregger bellies? I know it’s ya new favourite secret fetish~’ 
she grins, wrapping her arms around me from behind, resting her curvy bosom on my head as 
she bats playfully at my chestfur. 


‘Tt-It is not,’ I protest weakly, even as I feel her belly dome outwards rapidly, pressing 
against my back as it swells with imaginary young. I shove her away, blushing furiously. She 
laughs heartily as her belly deflates with a comical sound effect, a loose balloon farting out 
its air. She skips around, triumphant, knowing she managed to push one of my newest 
buttons, one of the ones I’m a bit more shy about and haven’t fully explored yet. 


‘Why hide it? Big belly, big boobs, everyone knows you like these! Preggers just easy 
way to achieve both without resorting to cliché air hose scene, or... Hey! Elevator!’ she 
squeals, as in real life the doors close on the one I’ve just entered. She scampers around, 
batting me absently with her giant tail. ‘See, look around! Imagine big girl filling this up with 
you! Sitting down ‘cause she’s too big to stand! Hair tangled in gaudy light fixtures! Footpaw 
pressing into ya chest, pinning you against doors!’ 


“Yes, well done, very nice image,’ I say, not really paying attention now, trying to set 
aside any horny thoughts before I meet with my friend. The idea is firmly lodged, I can build 
on it later when I’m actually writing, no need to dwell on the small details now. 


‘Shinee buttons!’ she squeals as I study them, looking for the one marked 13, for my 
friend’s floor. ‘Shinee shinee gold~ Hey, you said you’d take up smelting metals, ‘member 
that? When you gonna do that? You got all these hobbies you wanna do and stories you’re 
gonna write and you’re never gonna-GLLK!’ 


I whirl around as the squirrel’s inane jabbering is cut off by an elbow to the throat. She 
falls to the floor, winded, silenced for a short while, leaving only this newcomer, the owner of 
the elbow. A white rabbit in a sharp business suit. Sensibly proportioned, no exaggerated 
bosom here (Though still a nice suggestion of curviness; I’ve never created a flat character 
yet). She brushes lint from her sleeve, adjusts her square spectacles. 


‘Evening,’ she smiles. 


‘And to you,’ I reply warily, looking her over. She’s a rabbit today, but sometimes it’s a 
mouse, or a raccoon, once a griffin. She seems as undecided about her species as the squirrel 
is about her fur colour (and her height for that matter, though today she’s average height). 
Not sure if that makes her indecisive or dangerously adaptive, like a virus that adapts and 
shifts to new forms before a cure can be developed. Which in this analogy would be her 
adapting to suit my often erratic tastes, the flavour of the week so to speak. The spectacles are 
a good hint, those are new, and without too much thought I could trace where my newfound 
fondness for those has come from. Same place the white fur and the dark business suit has 
come from; a certain feline I’ve been crushing hard on lately- 


‘If you’ve got a moment,’ she interjects politely, not appreciating the competition for her 
attention, drumming her fuzzy foot on the floor in a very rabbit-y way. 


‘Sorry.’ I give her my full focus at once. Not only because she’s worth listening to, since 
she usually only visits to dish out the good stuff. Fleshed-out thoughts with plot and structure 
that can be woven into stories, not merely scene or art ideas. 


But also because unlike the squirrel, she isn’t entirely harmless, and not entirely sexless 
either. I’ve never seen her without clothes, even if it’s only lingerie, which suggests that 
there’s something there worth hiding. Or perhaps she just enjoys it when I use my 
imagination. 


‘This elevator idea,’ she continues, glancing down at her colleague gasping for breath at 
her feet. She puts a foot on the squirrel and slides her around and behind her, out of sight and 
mind, then leans casually against the wall. ‘It can work. Just a vignette I admit, but not just 
simple growth porn either. I’ve got an idea for the growth trigger.’ 


‘Oh?’ I say eagerly. I’m always keen to hear her thoughts. As I said, they’re usually good. 
“What are those?’ she points towards the control panel. She’s a slow teacher. 

‘Buttons?’ I reply. 

‘And on them?’ she prompts. 

‘Numbers?’ 

‘Which relate to?’ 

‘The level,’ I say, a little impatiently. 


‘And in the context of our little story, could instead relate toooo?’ she says in a singsong 
voice, smiling as she watches me closely, waiting for me to draw the conclusion. 


Light bulb. ‘Her height!’ I exclaim. ‘The higher I go, the more she grows!’ I cackle with 
self-satisfaction. ‘Oh, nice one. I like this trigger.’ 


‘Thank you~’ she purrs, always pleased to hear praise. 


‘But it can’t be a linear height,’ I frown, as the devil’s advocate in me comes out to play. 
‘Metres would make her too big too fast. Feet might work, but only on a relatively small 
building, no skyscrapers.’ 


‘True,’ she concedes. ‘But what if it wasn’t a height, but a multiplier?’ 


I hesitate. ‘What? Like thirteen times bigger for the thirteenth floor? That’s even worse. 
Anything beyond the third floor and she’d outgrow it completely. I want her to still fit in the 
elevator at the end of the story, albeit barely.’ 


She ceases to lean on the wall, taking a seat on the handrail instead, her perky little tail 
flitting to grab my attention. ‘Not thirteen times bigger,’ she says patiently. ‘Think.’ 


I ponder for a moment, trying not to get hypnotised by that tail. ‘Thirteen... One, three... 
One point three... Oh... Ooooh~’ 


‘Bingo~’ she says with a content smile, flashing her adorable buck teeth, nose giving a 
cute little wriggle. 


‘1.3 times her normal size,’ I say excitedly. “And, say, the twenty second floor multiplies 
her by 2.2, over twice as big as normal. And the thirtieth makes her three times as big.’ 


‘And it goes the other way too,’ she points out. ‘Fifth floor is 0.5, half size, which would 
let you throw some shrinking in for the enthusiasts.’ 


‘Nice! Okay, this is good! Doesn’t have to be an unrealistically tall or small building, and 
plenty of intermediate floors to demonstrate the concept. This can work!’ 


‘Told you so,’ she says with self-assured smugness, but I let it slide. Credit where it’s due, 
and it’s a good enough idea that she’s allowed to feel smug about it. 


‘Thanks! [ll put this in the story ideas list as soon as I’m home! Thank you!’ 


‘My pleasure,’ she says, opening her arms for a fond hug before she goes. She’s part of 
my mind after all; she’s bound to be a bit of a softie on the inside, however much she enjoys 
pretending to be tough. 


‘I'll leave you with something else,’ she says in a sultry voice, whispering into my ear as 
we embrace. ‘A title.’ 


I gasp in amazement. The title is the hardest part of any story for me. I’ve written stories 
from start to finish and been unable to post them for want of a title. Even my aforementioned 
three hundred thousand word “novel” never had a title. 


I squeeze her tightly, letting my hands clasp her a little lower down the back than I 
usually would, figuring I’ve earned a little latitude if she’s in a good enough mood to come 
up with a title. ‘Tell me, tell me!’ I insist eagerly. 


““Growing up?” she says, then snorts a laugh, unable to help herself, her flitting tail 
bashing against my wrists. 


I groan softly. ‘So obvious. I bet there’s five stories already with that name on FA, 
minimum. Should have thought of that immediately.’ 


“You just did,’ she says simply. ‘Oh, and as long as we’re hugging like this, I have a 
comic idea for you.’ 


‘Oh?’ I say, a little surprised, pausing in my absent petting of her tail. 


‘Picture what would happen if you were hugging a girl, just like this. Only then she starts 
to get taller, but doesn’t let go of you. Keeps hugging you tightly to her, from the moment 
you’re lifted off the ground, to the moment you tip forwards into her open V-neck top and fall 
snuggly into her cleavage.’ 


‘O-Oh,’ I say, my cheek heating up against hers as I blush. ‘That’s pretty good. I like it! I 
know just the artist too. That’s going in the commission ideas list.’ 


The squirrel, still spluttering somewhere on the floor, quietly makes a note of it in her 
little notebook. Patiently biding her time, waiting for the more sensible part of my 
subconsciousness to depart, so that she can get back to being silly and only occasionally 
helpful. 


‘I think that idea deserves a little more praise,’ demands the rabbit suddenly, drawing 
back a little and tilting her head downwards, looking at me over the rims of the glasses she 
doesn’t need, poking out her tongue in a soft little blep. She knows exactly what I find most 
adorable as she fishes for compliments. 


‘I don’t,’ I say confidently, reaching a little lower to clasp the contours of her rump, 
pulling her against me in a half flirting, half sensual manner. I see a very slight blush come to 
her cheeks. Not all as tough as she pretends to be. ‘Pretty easy idea. Hugs, growth, ends with 
me wedged in cleavage. Seems like something the squirrel could have come up with.’ 


The rabbit’s smile vanishes instantly. ‘Oh?’ she says icily. 


“Yeah,” I say, a little less confidently. She sees it in my eyes. That uncertainty is all she 
needs. 


She smirks with one corner of her mouth. ‘But the squirrel can’t demonstrate it as well as 
I can~’ she says, as she starts to grow. 


‘Hey, wait a minute,’ I protest. I try to pull back, but her embrace around me tightens, and 
I’m soon standing on tip toe to remain level with her. 


“No,” she says firmly, as she continues to grow. The squirrel watches from the corner for a 
moment, then pulls a Gameboy out of her tail and busies herself with it. The “talky” muse, as 
she calls her, has clearly got this one. 


I squirm in my muse’s expanding arms. The feeling of her body stretching and growing 
against me is not what I need right now. I’m out of the real world elevator, in the hallway, 
almost there. ‘Seriously, hang on, I’m almost at the door of my friend’s flat, I don’t want to 
be turned on when I meet him.’ 


“What a shame,’ she huffs, sighing dramatically. ‘I’m sure the squirrel wouldn’t have 
turned you on. After all, she doesn’t have any clothes to outgrow~’ she says. Her blouse and 
jacket, which had been keeping pace just fine until now, start to constrict quickly, stretching 
tight across her chest, which is right at eye level for me. 


“Oh please don’t,’ I whine. ‘I’m begging you!’ I say, as her modest curves become much 
more noticeable as they’re constricted and compressed before my eyes, buttons starting to 
tear and pop, jacket seams creaking and groaning. 


‘Oh no,’ she wails in a higher pitched voice, aiming for another well-worn button of mine. 
‘I can’t stop growing... I’m getting t-too big... Oh gosh... My clothes are s-so tight...’ 


“No, please, not the corny dialogue!’ I beg, blushing brightly as I squirm within her hold, 
feet dangling in the air as she trebles her original size, trying not to stare at her big plush 
breasts as her blouse gives way, exposing a purple lacy bra that she’s starting to overflow 
alarmingly in front of my face as she keeps right on growing. 


‘Mrrff, oh no, my panties are riding up! My skirt is ripping off!’ she frets in her best 
“helpless schoolgirl” voice. ‘What’s happening to meeee! Stooop, stop growing! My bra is so 
tiiight, feels like it’s going to buuurst!’ she howls, lifting my rapidly shrinking form up 
towards her deep cleavage, tipping me headfirst towards it, letting out a booming giggle that 
reverberates around me. She takes hold of my feet in one huge hand to push me in, nice and 
deep. 


‘Nooo!’ I scream, perverted thoughts filling my mind as I’m consumed by bunny 
cleavage. 


The opening door snaps me out of my thoughts as my friend finally answers it in the real 
world. ‘Hey, mate!’ he says happily, opening his arms for a hug. 


‘Hey, bun...buddy,’ I say awkwardly, catching myself at the last moment as I return the 
hug, trying hard to keep my groin well clear of his just as a precaution. 


‘How’ ve you been, man?’ he asks, inviting me inside. ‘Hot outside? Your face is red!’ he 
notes. 


‘Hot?’ I repeat. “No, no. But the hallway was...’ I say, trailing off, as a loud giggle echoes 
through my subconsciousness. 


